BACKWASH OF A DREAM
back to school when they are already adult, married, mature,
divorced. I have never dreamt this myself; I suppose it has not
presented itself down the area steps of my subconscious; anxiety
dreams take a turn or two away from the actual stuff of worry in
our waking lives, but they can usually be traced back, so it may be
that I should quite enjoy going to school again, a fugitive from
responsibility. It would tie up with my secret (not so secret now)
vice for reading girls* school stories as a form of escape. The
trunks-not-yet-packed dream, and madly trying to read over my
part from a blurred page before the cue is spoken, those are the
specialities sent up from my basement kitchen. The dream wedding
of a thousand catastrophes was exquisitely presented to us in
a Reinhardt play: "A Venetian Night'*; in Kaufman and
Connelly's "Beggar on Horseback"; and in a musical play with
Dorothy Dickson in the tide role, called "Peggy Ann".
Anxiety dreams gather thick round every bed in war-time.
They sound trivial enough when we wake up and try boringly to
describe them: "Well you see, there I was, and they kept on
coming in, and then I looked down and I saw I hadn't got anything
on, but they didn't seem to notice, and there was a inan, I don't
know what he was doing, he wasn't the clergyman, and Harry
was there too, and I knew we shouldn't be able to catch tbe boat
unless we started at once, and I kept on telling them but I couldn't
make them hear ..."
I am not sure whether I would rather sleep with anxiety dreams
or try to grapple with insomnia. In both, you lose your sense of
proportion, but perhaps it is less frightening to be asleep and lose
it, than broad awake. Present-day insomnia is a particularly
virulent type; it may begin on a fairly low level by merely worry-
ing over your points and coupons and trying to count up how
many are left and on what date they expire, but it can swell and
swell until the night is an unexpurgated collection of illustratioiis
in the Dor£ style of Purgatory and Hell.
I used to have a little pre-war panacea for insomnia; a variation
on the sheep-counting theme: I counted my friends. That was
not quite as quickly over as you might suppose; there were all
sorts of self-made but inviolable rules; I might not count husbands
or wives who gate-crashed into my list only through marriage;
friends-in-law, in fact; it was interesting to discover who, by
this method, had legitimized themselves in my affections, and who,
on the honesty clause, I had to throw out. Acquaintances could
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